EXABSCODAA 





*splash splash* *squish* 


At a shallow river ditch near the outskirts of town, a young man was scooping up 
clumps of mud while on his knees, searching for something. 


Judging by his ‘tail’, which would have been bushy if it not covered in mud, the 
young man seemed to be a “Caninu’. 


‘Caninu’ and ‘Felineko’— 


They had large ears, a protruding nose and mouth (this only applies to Caninu), 
and fur covering their entire bodies. 
And above all else, they possessed ‘tails’. 


Although the two species had a history of quarreling, as of now, they generally 
respected each other and lived in peace. 
And this young Caninu man— 


To any person of this country, his scarlet flight cap and matching light protective 
clothing would immediately give away that this young man was a ‘Hunter’. 


Though the name ‘Hunter’ gives off a respectable impression, they were, in short, 
‘general workers’. 


The young man concluded that the object of interest was not within the scooped 
up mud. 


He sighed with a “Haah”, and followed up by clicking his tongue with a “Tch—”. 
Furthermore— 


“Damn it!” 


After cursing a variety of profanities, he threw the mud far away, having to repeat 
the same miserable series of tasks all over again. 


*squish* 

Each time the mud returned to the river ditch and sounds unfitting for the clear 
blue sky echoed in vain, something stagnating in the young Caninu man’s heart seemed 
to accumulate. 

*splash splash* *slosh* 


Looking up, the ultramarine sky spread out from a smooth blue gradient. 


Below him, sunlight reflecting from the white shining endless sea of clouds 
disoriented his eyes, as well as the cloud sea itself. 


Between the two-tone blue and white, there were suspended masses of land— 
The ‘floating islands’. 


The smaller floating islands were nothing more than rocks, however the biggest 
ones were on a continental scale and had become the main areas for people to live. 


The floating islands were the only form of land throughout the world. 


That was common knowledge for the people living in this world. 


There was no way to confirm it, as nobody had ever gone beneath the plasma of 
the dangerous sea of clouds, but the only thing glimpsed through the gaps of the sea of 
clouds was the vast ‘ocean’. 

Many of the floating islands came together to form ‘countries’. 

The floating island the young man was currently at was part a country known as 
the ‘Shepherd Republic’, and was an island that flourished as a port city that relayed 
ship flow of the islands. 


The city where everything began, Airedale. 


At the river ditch at an open field in Airedale, the unpleasant sound from a little 
while ago echoed across. 


*splash splash* 
*sploosh* 


“Hey... You still haven’t found it! Mr. Red!?” 


The voice came from an area located away from the river ditch. 














Insisting on being nowhere near the mud, a bull-based Caninu madame clad in a 
gorgeous dress huffed and bared her fangs. 


Beside the madame was a bodyguard/butler tiger-based Felineko man of strong 
physique who held a cute, thin parasol over the madame. 


Many earrings dangled loosely from the the madame’s pierced ears, however 
closer inspection showed signs of only one ear holding the earrings. 


“I’m lookin’ as hard as | can! Be patient, you old ha...” 


The young Caninu man called Red promptly tossed the mud he was grasping 
away and angrily refuted her... At least, that was what he intended to do, but when the 
butler beside the madame cast a sharp glance at him, Red choked on his words and 
returned to his work. 


Although, with the size of her body and her frightening face, Red judged that the 
madame was several steps shorter than her butler. In fact, the shadow made by the 
parasol could only cover the madame’s face. 


Irritated, the madame harshly berated him once more. 


“Unbelievable... If you can’t find even a single earring, can you even be 
considered a real Hunter?” 


Baring her fangs again, a large amount of spit relentlessly flew from the gaps 
between them. 


“Dammit~, how’d a tramp like her even lose something in this ditch? That old 


hag... 
Red responded, spitefully. 


Fortunately, his voice was just barely unable to reach the madame. Just to be 
sure, Red splashed the mud at his feet to camouflage the sound of his voice. 


But even though his anger had settled, more complaints ended up exiting his 
mouth. 


“Geez... Hey granny, did you really lose your earring here!?” 


Red had been strenuously working under the blazing sun for nearly 2 hours, 
hoping for something to turn up, and had grown considerably fed up. 


“Oh, my! Do you really intend to doubt the client!?” 


The madame had also reached her limits, and furiously stamped her feet in 
irritation. 


Her cheeks shook in anger. 
Then— 
*ping* 


A tiny noise came from the madame’s tail. 
There was silence for a while. 


Losing the strength from his hardened hands, Red fell to the mud with a squish. 
On that cue, it was the baritone voice of the butler who interrupted the silence. 


“My lady... Excuse my discourtesy, but | believe the earring was resting on my 


lady’s most magnificent ‘tail’. 
“Mmm, well now! | feel it there! Thanks goodness!” 


In that instant, the madame had completely forgotten about Red as she removed 
the earring from her tail with a grin, and began reapplying it to her ear. 


Red called out to her, his stiff face twitching. 
“Hey granny... everything good?” 


“Ah, Mr. Red. I’ve already found the earring, so there isn’t really any more use for 
you, don’t you think?” 


“Hell no, | don’t! What about the reward for the request of finding the earring!?” 


“?’m cancelling it.” 
“Huh! ?” 
This time, Red raised his voice and fiercely protested. 


“That’s right! I’ve been looking for the earring in this river ditch this whole time, 
haven't I!” 


“My butler was the one who found it! The contract stated that the reward was 
only if you found the earring!!!” 


“Ugh...” 


Red had no response to the madame’s cruel rebuttal. 
That was definitely what the contract detailed. 


“What an awful waste of time. Let’s go home already.” 
“As you wish, my lady.” 


That was all they had to say before the madame and her butler got into a private 
luxury car and drove off to the high-standing residential district of Airedale. 


Even after the car had completely disappeared from view, Red was left standing 
dumbfounded in the river ditch for quite a while. 


Little by little, Red’s anger grew as he gradually came back to his senses, 
however there was nothing but the sky left for him to direct his cries to. 


“_..Ah, wait! Get back hereeee—!!” 
The howling of the defeated dog was heartlessly absorbed into the blue sky. 
A few minutes later— 


Red had returned to the ‘Quest Stand’ in the main street of Airedale, and was 
joined by Chocolat, his adopted sister and partner Hunter. 


Red and Chocolat had grown up at the same orphanage 9 years ago. 


Ever since then, they've had a proper relationship as brother and sister, 
nowadays making a living as Hunters together. 


“There’s nothing we can do about it, Red.” 
Chocolat had a dejected face as she raised her voice to console Red. 


Red drew water in a bucket he borrowed from the ‘Quest Stand’ and was 
washing off his muddy clothes and tail. 


“Anyway, the Dahak’s awfully dirty, isn’t it... You didn’t take it for a ride, did you?” 


“Heh, if | used the Dahak for somethin’ like a ditch, I’d make it cry... Ain’t that 
right?” 


Red stood beside his scarlet shining Robo, the Dahak, and gave it a wink, 
seeking its approval. 


Of course, the Robo did not return an answer, but this was a natural interaction 
between Red and his indispensable partner, the Dahak. 


The ‘Dahak’ seemed to be part of a very small class of Robo that were used by 
Hunters. In addition, since many Hunters had a tendency to get dragged into violent 
situations, most of the Robos they used had some sort of armament. 


However, at first glance, the Dahak did not seem to be equipped with any sort of 
weapon. 


And to further stand out, the small-scale Robo had a lengthy pair of arms, whose 
joints were bellows. As long as the arms of the mecha recognized someone's input, it 
could instantantely be imagined swiftly gaining victory in just a glance, through the use 
of its flexible movements. 


Its overall build gave it a vague atmosphere of being something of high 
technology. 


“Even if | work this thing harder, there’s not really any work to use it on, is there?” 
He rinsed the inside of a dirty glove tossed it aside with a splash. 
“Well~, most jobs needing Robos are taken care of by the ‘Kurvaz’... Right?” 


As Chocolat said that, she turned her eyes to the receptionist at the Quest 
Stand’s counter, Flo. 





“That’s right~... | believe the Kurvaz Hunters received all the jobs, earlier 
today~.” 


Flo spoke gently with an apologetic face. 


“It’s to be expected, the Kurvaz are the biggest Hunter guild, so the amount of 
work they can manage is completely different...” 


Chocolat shrugged her shoulders in a slightly resigned tone of voice. 


The Quest Stands were facilities managed by Hunter Guild unions that received 
work from various clients and arranged it for Hunters. 


Within the Hunter Guild unions however, it couldn’t be helped but be said that the 
current state of affairs would continue to be advantageous to the Kurvaz as long as they 


held the most influence. 


Nevertheless, Red opposed this. 


Squeezing his wet tail, he spat out spiteful words. 

“This sucks~, they're screwin’ up business for us solo Hunters...!” 

It was true that there were an extraordinary amount of Hunters who would 
become Kurvaz members, thinking the exact same thing. But because they became 
members of a guild like the Kurvaz, they could no longer freely select jobs like they had 


until then. 


If ordered by the guild, they would have to do the job even if it bothered others, 
which is practically what the Kurvaz were doing. 


But working like that, it was absolutely impossible for them to picture it as the 
way Of life they envisioned as Hunters. 


‘To help out nearby people who’ve lost their smiles’ 

That was Red and Chocolat’s nonnegotiable belief as Hunters. 
“But, our situation’s real bad...” 

“Why’s that?” 

Along with a sigh, Chocolat reluctantly answered. 

“...We’re already out of crystal fuel.” 

“W-Whaaat!?” 


Once again, a howling full of shock and despair was heartlessly absorbed into 
the blue sky. 
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At the same time, on a small hill located on the outskirts of Airedale— 


Stone pillars and stone walls were casually scattered about, and due to their 
aged structure, could be said to have been near collapsed ruins. 


Was it not that important of a building? 
The wind felt disturbed as it blew, giving off a solitary atmosphere, and where it 
was a good spot for viewing the nearby vicinity in one sweep, the figure of a lone person 


stood. 


Their plain, monotone clothes made them difficult to approach, and further 
emphasized this person’s unique ambiance. 


Their short fur and long, supple tail indicated that this person was a Felineko. 
Judging by their stature, they evidently appeared to be a young child, however... 


The cold silence of their golden pupils made it hard to believe they belonged to 
someone of that age. 


After looking around with their other pupil to confirm nobody was around, the 
figure gently set both hands on their chest and closed their eyes. 


As they drew long, narrow breaths through their small mouth, their shining, silver 
hair began to ripple. 


Then, their mouth faintly moved and began spinning words— 
“,..Oohn-Valha-Loosa” 

On their forehead, a vague pattern of light emerged. 
“Norma-Hati-Loosa!!” 

From their voice, invisible ripples spread throughout the world. 
—Chapter 2— 


The ripples caused by the incantation from the Airedale hill held no sound, and 
never revealed itself to anyone’s eyes as it spread and enveloped the city. 


It usually required considerable training in order to use such an incantation, 
however the small Felineko magic user accomplished it with seemingly nothing but 
closing its eyes and quietly waiting with its hands against its chest. 


And after a few deep breaths, they sensed something, causing their ears to 
greatly twitch and eyes to sharply open. 


“It’s currently in this city after all... It's not far, and... It’s over there?” 


One of the many ports in Airedale was reflected in their eyes when they turned 
toward it. 


There seemed to be a large transport ship anchored at the port. 
“Moreover, this reaction... There’s no time.” 


Putting strength into the hands on their chest, the small magic user began 
walking with haste. 


Right then— 


“Hey, no time for what?” 








Behind the small magic user, a young Felineko woman emerged from a wall in 
the collapsed ruins, and spoke with an easygoing atmosphere. 
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The roadside in front of the ‘Quest Stand’ maintained an aisle on the main street 
with many people passing through. 


Sitting on a ragged cloth that had been laying there for some time, the whiskers 
of an elderly Felineko woman concentrating on performing a divination began to twitch. 


“Hmm...? This wave, what is it... Could it be!?” 

Her strange voice reached Red and Chocolat on the other side of the lane. 
“What’s up with you, old-timer? You still crazy as ever?” 

In response to Red’s ridiculing, the elderly fortune-teller furiously countered back. 


“Hey you youngster! Are you making light of the spectacular power of ‘Nono’!? 
Do you want to get cursed!?” 


She waved around her cane in an exaggerated manner, though it didn’t seem 
like she really intended to cast any curse magic on him. Probably. 


In Shepherd, there existed a considerable amount people who could use magic. 
Most of whom were people who believed in the teachings of ‘Oshilasama’, which was 
spread only to the Felineko. 


According to the teachings of Oshilasama, the source of the magical power of 
‘Nono’ was unevenly distributed throughout the world, and was said that the magic 
could be embodied through proper training. 


Nevertheless, although Caninu like Red acknowledged its existence, they could 
not further sense it in their bodies, and thus, did not recognize themselves as people 
worthy of it. 


“| only believe what | can see with my eyes and touch with my hands, not any 
dumb curses!” 


Red stuck his tongue out, mockingly. 


“Hmph, that ‘mecha’ of yours also has Nono dwelling in it... | don’t understand 
that fool.” 


Annoyed, Red attempted to argue back, but was interrupted by Chocolat. 


“Come on! We've got more important things to do than this, Red!!” 





She puffed her cheeks in anger as she reprimanded Red and dragged him back 
to the window of the Quest Stand. 


“If you don’t work, we can’t pay for fuel! Do you want to stay stuck in Airedale 
forever?” 


“Oof, you're right... Flo~, you got any action-packed jobs to spare?” 


Asking a question in an attempt to appeal to the receptionist, Flo, he made sure 
to properly weave in a request for himself. 


“Oh~, that’s right... Ah, in that case... How about looking for pets~? The people 
from the Kurvaz said they ‘didn’t need this request’ and turned it down~.” 


“Huh~, looking for pets? That’s not action-packed at all... Is it that it!?” 


“No, no, that’s fine!!” 


Although Red made his dissatisfaction apparent before even taking the full 


contents of the request into consideration, Chocolat immediately stepped in and agreed 
to it. 


“The compensation is only rewarded if the request is successful, so | can’t really 
recommend it very much~.” 


“Hey Chocolat, she says she doesn’t recommend it~” 
Red felt light-headed and exhausted. 
However, Chocolat was stronger when it came to these things. 
“A top-grade Hunter isn’t picky with their job selections!” 
“If that’s the case, | will contact the client~.” 
“U-Ugh...” 
Red crumpled down to his knees. 
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“Well, | didn’t think I’d find anything interesting today. What have | come across 
here~?” 


As she murmured to herself, the Felineko woman came out from the shadows of 
the ruins, and carrying herself at a relaxed pace, approached the small magic user. 


Was she in her mid-20’s? It seemed that her light, dynamic clothes had become 
dirty in several places after being scraped against the ruins. 


“So, what did you mean by ‘no time’?” 
The woman asked with a friendly grin. 
“Errr... What?” 


The magic user turned their head behind them, and timidly replied with their 
child-like face. 


The tone of the small magic user certainly fit a person of that appearance. 
Despite being surprised, the woman responded with a pleasant-seeming smile. 


“No, no, it’s just that I’ve been watching you for a while now! You're pretty 
interesting. In a lot of ways...” 


The magic user rested their face and briefly sighed. They then abruptly raised 
their face. 


“Is that so. Well, seeing as it has no relation to you, | don't believe it to be 
necessary for me to answer that.” 


With their sudden change in attitude and cold response, it was hard to believe 
that the small magic user was truly the same person who had displayed a child-like 
reaction not long ago. 

The woman whistled. 

“Well, that’s fine... I’m Eclair. | document ancient civilizations.” 

“So what?” 


The magic user remained stubbornly cold. 


“You can use magic. But you don't look you've been practicing it for all that long, 
so maybe you're some sort of prodigy?” 


“Maybe | am. Well then, good-bye.” 

Rather than be arrogant, the magic user attempted to forcibly end the 
conversation and depart as soon as it became too bothersome for them to become 
involved with. 


Following behind them, Eclair continued to speak arbitrarily. 


“C’mon, even children can use magic as long as they have the talent. That’s not 
what I’m asking.” 


“It’s not necessary for me to answer you...” 
“No, you use rather unusual magic... Don’t you?” 
The magic user’s ears twitched. 


Eclair smiled with a broad grin. 





“Umm... You requested the job, right Boss?” 


“Ah, y-yes... | am Pallois.” 





While Red and Chocolat were waiting in front of the the Quest Stand, a 
timid-looking Caninu boy of about age 10 appeared. 


“Well, I’m Red, a Hunter. Hiya, Pallois.” 

“And I’m Chocolat, my big brother’s assistant! Nice to meet yous” 

“Ah, right. Hi...” 

Pallois nervously replied. 

Glancing away from Red, he looked in the direction of the Dahak. 

“What, this your first time talkin’ to a Hunter? No need to be so shy, hehe.” 
Red slapped Pallois on the back, causing him to stagger with a cough. 
“So, what kinda pet ran away?” 

“Eh? ...Oh, the pet...umm, what was it again...?” 


“Huh!?” 


Red spontaneously raised his voice at the answer he never would have 
anticipated. 


“Ah, err, | remember! ...A b-bird.” 
“Whadaya, ‘I remember’!? Isn’t it your pet?” 
“Is that what | said... It’s...my friend’s...isn’t it...?” 


Pallois was rapidly becoming more and more inconsistent. His behaviour 
obviously felt suspicious. 


“Isn't it’? ...Are you tellin’ the truth?” 
“Huh!? ...It’s...the t-truth... | think.” 


The more Pallois spoke, the more details became jumbled, causing Red to 
silently glare at him. 


Pallois laughed with an “Ahaha”, but anyone could see that it was obviously 
forced. 


“_..Ah geez, | guess it can’t be helped!” 
“Huh—?” 


“| don’t really know what's up with you, but I’ll accept and carry it through to the 
end. A top-notch Hunter such as myself is prepared for anything!” 


Red broadly grinned and faced Pallois. 

Chocolat shook her head with exasperation and muttered with a bitter smile, 
“Somehow, I’ve got a bad feeling about this.” 

Perhaps she was having a premonition. 


A colorfully provocative voice containing clear aggression became audible from 
behind Red and the others. 


“Ah? Well I’ll be, it’s that kid from earlier, ain’t it!? Then, does that mean these 
guys took the request?” 


Hearing the hostile tone of the voice, Red and the others turned their heads to 
see an older Caninu man wearing protective gear reminiscent of a uniform, who was 


grinning at them. 


The protective gear that gave the Hunter a unique presence was clearly covered 
with designs from the eastern foreign country of ‘Nippon’. 


Red knew of only one Hunter Guild with that style of motif. 
“This jerk is...a ‘Kurvaz’ Hunter!” 
—Chapter 3— 


Although Red raised his voice towards the man, a Kurvaz Hunter, he ignored 
Red as he came closer to Pallois whilst grinning. 


Red saw that Pallois was trembling as he stepped back. 


“Kid, you’re still offering that shady request? ...You’re not bothering the grown 
ups too much, are you?” 


“_..1, err...umm, that’s...” 

Unable to say anything, Pallois’ face became bright red in nervousness. 
Suddenly, Red came between Pallois and the man. 

“Hey, you Kurvaz geezer, you’re messin’ with our client!” 

He scowled at the Kurvaz man in front of him. 

“Since you knew | was a Kurvaz Hunter, I'll admit you’ve got some real guts to 


snap at me like that. It looks like you took that shady request... Kehehe, what a 
third-rate amateur move.” 


“What! Did! You! Say!!?” 
“Red, don't!” 


Easily falling for the man’s provocation, Red attempted to grab him. Chocolat 
tried yelling at Red to stop, but Red’s momentum would not halt. 


Right then, a white figure firmly caught Red from the side. 
“Whoa—!?” 


“Hey, hey, Red. Cool it.” 
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“Oh, Chocolat.’, your lookin’ real cute today. Ha Ha! | see you’re the same as 
ever, Red.” 
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“Québec!” 


A large tiger-based Felineko man by the name of Québec replied to Chocolat 
with a friendly smile as he clutched Red’s collar with his left hand. 


He seemed to be about 40 years old, however at a glimpse, his white, 
movement-free clothing gave him the impression of being younger than he really was. 


With his right eyepatch and cane he used to support the right leg he pulled along, 
one would imagine that the man had a fierce way of living. 


“All right! | get it, let me go, old man!” 
“Are you Mr. Québec...” 


Ignoring the frantic squirming of Red, the Kurvaz man began speaking to 
Québec. The Kurvaz man, upon first sight of Québec, displayed a somewhat tense face. 


“Oh, So now you’ve stopped acting so immature... Need me to catch you up on 
the ‘2nd Hunter Agreement’?” 


“It’s nothing like that... | was just giving them a little advice.” 

The ‘Hunter Agreements’ were regulations that had to be followed in order to be 
registered as a Hunter. The ‘2nd agreement’ was ‘prohibition of the act of contract 
disturbance’. It was a regulation to never interfere with another Hunter's contract for 


‘personal concerns’. 


However, in the event of fellow Hunters unavoidably interfering with each other, 
they were to negotiate to resolve the conflict. 


Furthermore, the ‘means of negotiation’ was never specifically stated. 
"GPT. 
Red was glaring at the Kurvaz man with clenched teeth. 


Feeling it wouldn’t be necessary to stay any longer, the Kurvaz man started to 
leave the area. 


“Oops, | don't really have the time for this... Good luck Boss, try your best.” 
“Mind your own business, prick!” 


“Well, for a young guy like you, a shady job like that suits you just fine.” 


As he left, the Kurvaz man, from a short distance away, threw out a sharp parting 
remark in a low voice that was intentionally made to be just barely audible. 


“Shut it! Once we take charge of a request, we always see it through to the end, 
just like top-grade Hunters!” 


“Yeah, that’s right” 

“You were really roaring there, Red. You should’ve gave it a little more thought.” 
Québec finally released Red. 

“Geez, I’m not really sure what to do now, old-timer...” 

“Um... I’m sorry. Maybe I|...should cancel this request after all...” 


As Pallois attempted to announce cancellation of the request, Red shut him 
down. 


“How long are you gonna make me say it? You don’t gotta worry, ‘cause I'll 
complete any kind of request.” 


“_..f-right...” 


Contrasting against Red, who was smiling with full confidence, Pallois’ face had 
somehow sunken even lower. 
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The magic user seemed to be momentarily lending an ear to Eclair’s words, but 
had not stopped their walk. 


They were paying little regard to Eclair as she spoke from behind them. 


“Hm? It was just a misunderstanding? But | thought you were using the magic as 
a way to ‘call for a lost item’?” 


“Correct. However, | don’t believe it to be a particularly unusual magic.” 


Without looking back, the small magic user continued to single-mindedly walk 
forward. 


Keeping a distance from each other, the two strange people walked from the hill 
to the direction of the forest, aiming for the port. 


“Whew, I’m glad | heard everything right.” 
The magic user did not respond. 
“Sorry, | was wondering if my mind was failing me there... I'll keep talking, at 


least for my sake. Still though, the incantation you used a little while ago was pretty 
unusual in and of itself, wasn’t it?” 
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As Eclair continued speaking, she pointed a finger to her forehead and seemed 
to recall something. 


“From what | can remember, it seems like the incantation you used was included 
in ‘ceremonies’ that aren’t really done anymore...” 


“Is that so?” 


As expected, the magic user had not changed their attitude. In response, Eclair 
revealed an ace up her sleeve. 


“l’ll cut to the chase... That rite from a little while ago, it’s similar to the 
incantations that were used by the former ‘Wolf Tribe’.” 


“Wait, you're truly familiar with them?” 
They seemed to express honest shock in their reply. 
The ‘Wolf Tribe’— 


At the birth of the world, legend said it to be dominated by two races, the ‘Leo 
Tribe’ and the ‘Wolf Tribe’. 


The ‘Caninu’ and the ‘Felineko’ existed as the two races of the present world, 
however it was said that their respective ancestors were the ‘Wolf Tribe’ and the ‘Leo 
Tribe’. 

As of now, the Caninu had become unable to use magic due to neglecting it, 
however the Wolf Tribe, who were said to be their ancestors, could use powerful magic 


that surpassed even the current Felineko. 


Within the history of Shepherd, there existed a legend which stated the Wolf 
Tribe imparted Robo technology to the Caninu during the war more than 500 years ago. 


Eclair, who enjoyed the magic user’s positive reaction, became carried away as 
she continued to speak. 


“Didn't | tell you? | write reports based on extremely ancient civilizations. So, if 
you need something in regards to information or magic, then—” 


“All right. So | was a little surprised there. Well then, good-bye.” 


Seemingly deciding that they didn’t want to become involved with Eclair, the 
magic user tried to end the one-sided conversation. 


Though it appeared her ace had no effect, Eclair would not let her prey go, and 
continued to speak in rapid succession. 


“Now, now, don’t say that; hear me out. The Wolf Tribe and the Leo Tribe, why 
do you think they disappeared from this world?” 


“Weren't the races fighting each other? Wasn't that what destroyed them?” 


Eclair had not simply asked a question, but rather switched her strategy by 
bringing up a historical issue. 


It was to lure the magic user into speaking. 

“Yep. It’s true that the two races had been continuously fighting for a long time. 
Even now, there remains enormous ruins of what the Leo tribe made to seal the power 
of the Wolf Tribe.” 


Eclair lowered the tone of her voice to sound slightly more serious. 


“Some people say that the ’Final War’ brought about by the two races was what 
destroyed them, but | think that’s wrong.” 


“Why is that?” 


“The ruins from the era of the ‘Final War’ far pre-date the period of time in which 
the Wolf Tribe existed.” 


“Really?” 
“Hey, this mystery is pretty intriguing, right?” 
Eclair displayed a carefree smile. 


Though the magic user had been previously cold, they slowly appeared to show 
an interested reaction to Eclair’s words. 


After a while, Eclair began to speak with greater passion than before. 


“What I’m truly investigating is...‘who was it’ that triggered this ‘Final War’, and 
‘what kind of war’ it was. The fierce war by the people of an ‘ancient civilization’ who 
existed before the Wolf Tribe— What was it like? Fufufu.” 





The magic user looked back at Eclair with discomfort on their face. 

—Chapter 4— 

While Eclair was talking about the ‘ancient civilization’, she had slightly secluded 
herself from the world, with a habit of becoming absentmindedly immersed in her wild 


delusions. 


Though it was just for a moment, her consciousness and gaze was on the verge 
of being completely lost in space. 


(Focus, focus...) 
Suddenly regaining consciousness, she came back to her senses. 


Then, before they became aware of it, the child magic user who had been 
walking forward until now came to a stop, thinking to themself. 


Eclair was just close enough to bump into the child. 


Due to the child’s strange behavior and her own bad habits, Eclair had been 
rushing herself. 


“Ooops, sorry, sorry... Looks like | did it again. Ahahaha” 


From a distance close enough for her hand to touch it, Eclair looked at the front 
of the child magic user’s face. 


It seemed a little unamused. 
(You are child, aren’t you?) 


Their words and actions were far from a child’s, but upon looking closer, their 
physique and outward appearance were that of an early teen’s. 


But even so, from the expression on their face—the gleam in their eyes in 
particular— it seemed as though they had seen far more things than they could have 
possibly been able to experience at the age they appeared to be. 

(This kid, what the heck...) 

“Something wrong?” 

Swinging her shoulders forward, Eclair abruptly began to talk. 

She had definitely been concerned while staring at the quiet child’s face. They 
seemed like they were in a slightly bad mood, so Eclair spoke in a cheerful voice to 
change the atmosphere. 

“Ah, that’s right, your name! | never caught it. You alright if | ask it?” 


With their expression clouded, the small magic user answered slowly. 


“Elh... It's Elh Melizée” 


The child magic user, Elh, was looking at Eclair sullenly, but then unexpectedly 
began to relax their face. 


“Are you really that fond of ancient events?” 


She hadn’t expected to be questioned, but since she wished to keep talking with 
the child, Eclair continued the conversation. 


“This isn’t simply a myth or legend, there are reliable historic ruins and ancient 
documents that still exist!” 


Eclair spoke with great passion once again. 


“There were people possessing amazing technology who disappeared? What in 
the world happened during that ‘Final War’... | wonder why I’m so concerned about it...’ 


“If you're that concerned with it, are you going to do something about it?” 
“Do something about it... Can't it just be that learning about history is exciting?” 
“Exciting, is it...? Haha,” 


In contrast to Eclair, who spoke with shining eyes, Elh returned a dry smile. 


“I’ve never known fun things like that...” 
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To support Red, Chocolat had returned to the small airship, the ‘Asmodeusg’, 
which was their home/means of travel. 


So that the two people living there did not feel inconvenienced, the Asmodeus 
contained a kitchen, shower, bathroom, and plenty of furniture. 


Its flight performance was also extraordinarily high-class, particularly in the 
unique maneuvers of its variable wings, which made it possible to move more quickly 


than a smaller-sized airship. 


Red and Chocolat were said to have inherited the Asmodeus from their Hunter 
master. 


“Well then Red, do your best.” 


The man who mediated the conflict with the Kurvaz Hunter not long ago, 
Québec, had come to the Asmodeus with Chocolat just to check up on Red. 


“Why’s that geezer Québec here...? Well, whatever.” 
The nature of the man called Québec’s job was ‘intelligence handling’. 


As the name implied, ‘intelligence handling’ involved acquiring a variety of 
information and distributing it at a price to important Hunters on their behalf. 


Being acquainted with a reliable ‘information handler’ was an advantageous 
requirement for Hunters. 


Though Red knew of the rumor that Québec was originally a Kurvaz Hunter who 
was considerably skilled among them, he did not know why he had left the Kurvaz. 


Due to an unspoken agreement among Hunters, Red didn’t probe into matters of 
the past, in addition to him not especially caring. 


Besides, Red and Chocolat were strangely liked by Québec for some reason, so 
it would be foolish for them to find themselves straining that relationship. 


And currently, he had left both Red and the client, Pallois, and begun walking 
away from the area. 


Pallois had mentioned a place to ‘rendezvous with his friend’. 


Red was steadily riding on a scarlet Robo, his cherished machine, the Dahak. 
Chocolat kept it well-maintained, so its engine sound was fairly quiet. 


“By the way, you said the pet is your friend’s~. Are they waiting on you?” 
He spoke to Pallois from aboard the Dahak. 
“Eh? Yeah... Well, I’m pretty sure they are, | think.” 


Pallois, who was admiring the Dahak, swiftly answered right after he was 
addressed. 


“Then wouldn't it have been better if he requested the job? Why’d you request 
it?” 


“Y-Yeah~, you’re right. He wanted me to find the pet, I...guess.” 
“You already said that. You’re not bein’ clear!” 


“I-I'm sorry... The hill is over there.” 





By the time the two of them had reached the hill, several boys had already 
gathered and were talking in whispers. 


However, when one person among them, the biggest, oldest looking person 
among the boys, noticed the pair, he loudly raised his voice. 


“You're late! Hurry over!” 

“Right, sorry...” 

With a startled jump, Pallois ran over to the boy. 

(Aren't they supposed to be looking for a pet?) 

Though Red felt a sense of discomfort, he ran the Dahak after Pallois. 


When Red reached the boys, they began to stare closely at the Dahak as if they 
found it to be a rare item. 


“So, which one of you is the pet owner?” 


When Red spoke up, he noticed all of the boys, including Pallois, exchanging 
glances with other, before he saw the larger, loud-voiced boy from a second ago. 


With a smirk, the boy replied in cocky manner. 
“Yup, that would be me. It just suddenly took off.” 
(This brat, he seems like the leader of these guys.) 


Red examined the boys. From what he gathered, Pallois was the only person 
standing slightly away from the rest of the group. 


Red felt a sense of reluctance within depths of his chest, but decided to ignore it 
for now. 


(Whatever... Work is work.) 

Red proceeded to jump off the back of the Dahak and stand in front of the boy. 
“I’m Red, a Hunter. Nice meeting you.” 

“I’m Timbale, the guy who requested you, Red.” 

(This brat could at least call me ‘Mr. Red’...!) 

Red was irritated, but decided to just swallow it down. 

“_..Well? What kind of bird is it?” 

“What kind of... Oh, that’s right...” 

Timbale glanced over in Pallois’ direction, who frantically shook his head. 
“_..It looked pretty?” 

“Hey, how come you guys can't give me a straight answer?” 


“We don't know what kind of bird it is. Looks like this little guy here is 
misunderstood, Red~.” 


When Timbale declared that with blunt seriousness, the other boys, with the 
exception of Pallois, tried to conceal their malicious giggles by swinging their shoulders. 


“Anyway, our bird loves the tree on top of that cliff over there, so | think it’s 
probably there.” 





Timbale pointed to where the edge of the cliff towered, with certainty. 


And on the cliff, there were a few scaffolds that a Robo such as the Dahak would 
likely be unable to climb. 


However if a person were to use the vine-like plants growing off of the cliff, then 
they might not be unable to climb it. 


“Hey, is it really over there?” 


Red was considerably suspicious of them, especially with the responses of 
laughter from the boys. 


However, Timbale was able to counter Red’s suspicious by tricking him. 


“You won't know if you don’t go look, will you? Or are you just not good with 
heights?” 


That was the final straw for Red to lose his temper. 


For the average Hunter, rather than keep associating with child’s play, it would 
have been natural for them to cancel the job right then and there. 


However— 

“Don't ridiculous!” 

Red was an idiot. 

“Of course | can climb it!” 

—Chapter 5— 

“All right.” 

With a gulp, Red took out his signature stun gun from the cockpit of the Dahak. 


At first glance of its silhouette, it could be said that the stun gun was nothing 
more than a ‘huge sword’. 


But on closer look, the sword’s guard was equipped with a gun-like mechanism 
to shoot out an electric attack, with the blade serving to direct the shock. 


“Hmph...” 
Red lightly jumped down from the Dahak. 


Red held the edge of the stun gun before Timbale and the others, and stabbed it 
into the ground. 


“Eep!” 

“Ah, sorry, sorry,” 

Red pulled the sword out of the ground and proceeded to carry it on his back. 
“I’m off, heh heh. See ya!” 


“Ah... Right.” 


Waving his hand at Pallois, Red faced the cliff. 


“Well, climbing that huge cliff is gonna be an easy victory. Yep, an easy 
victory...” 


After confirming that Red had gripped the ivy and started to climb, Timbale began 
signaling Pallois in front of him. 


Pallois nodded nervously. 








Red had easily climbed roughly 10 meters and was about halfway up the cliff, 
when a voice came from below him. 


“Huff huff... Wait, Mr. Red” 

“Wha—!? What the heck are you doing!?” 
Pallois was also climbing the same ivy as Red. 
“Err, I’m...also coming...” 


“Moron, you’re gonna get in the way!” 


“B-But...” 
Pallois briefly glanced down, and trembled at the height. 
“’m not sure | can g-get down...” 


Looking above, there seemed to be some sort of narrow rocky ledge they could 
rest on if they climbed a little higher. 


“Fine~! Climb up there before my hands get numb!” 

“Right, sorry...” 

Red climbed up the ledge first and grabbed Pallois’ hand to lift him up. 
“Thank you...” 

“Huff... Geez, don’t climb up if you don’t know how to get down!” 
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“What are those guys doing down there... Aah—!!” 





When Red looked down, he saw Timbal right in the middle of entering the Dahak. 


“Hey! The hell’re you guys doing to my Dahak!” 

“We're gonna borrow this Robo for a while!!” 

“What!?” 

“Heh heh, we want to see this Robo moving just one more time~” 
The children around Timbale shouted mockingly. 


“| thought this was suspicious from the beginning, but was this your goal all 
along... You little—!” 


“Sooorry, Red~!” 

“Stay right there! ...Aah— what do you think you're doing!” 
“R-Run!” 

As Red tried to climb down the cliff, Pallois grabbed his foot. 
“Owaa!?” 

His balance was thrown off, and he slammed down on the spot. 
It appeared he had almost fallen off the cliff. 

“T-That was close...!” 

“Ah— Are you okay?” 

“What do you mean, am | okay!? Did you plan this!!?” 
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Though he was a little nervous, Pallois briefly continued to speak. 


“| wanted to be accepted by my friends...” 


“Pallois, you...” 
“...[’m sorry...” 


Red took notice of Pallois’ dejected face and sighed, but cast a wicked grin 
shortly after. 


“I'll have give that brat a good ‘nose flick’; he won’t get an ounce of sympathy 
from me!” 


A ‘nose flick’ was a tremble-worthy punishment where a child’s nose would be 
struck by an adult’s finger, as a Caninu and Felineko’s nose was a sensitive part of their 
body. 

“Huh!? Then, the Robo is okay?” 


“Hm? Oh, if you mean the Dahak, it’s fine. Take a look.” 


Red pointed down at the Dahak, and when Pallois looked, he saw Timbale and 
the others struggling with it. 


“Move, c'mon move!” 


No matter how many times Timbale moved the lever or stepped on the pedal, the 
Dahak would not budge. 


“What’s up with this thing!?” 
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Meanwhile, not far from the cliff where Red and the others were— 
“All right, you flank it from the right...” 


“Roger.” 


The Kurvaz Hunter who had troubled Red earlier was in the middle of taking on a 
request. 


It seemed he was teaming up with a fellow Kurvaz Hunter to chase after 
something. 


“Damn it! Did we lose the target?” 
“Hey, keep it together!” 

“Where did it go... Ah!” 

*flap flap* 


The microphone on the Hunter's communication device suddenly picked up a 
large amount of noise. 


“UWAAH—!” 

“Hey! Report the situation! Hey—!” 

“_.. Sorry... I’m leaving it to you...” 
*whoosh* 

“Hey you, the information isn’t wrong is it!?” 


The Hunter bitterly yelled into the communication device as the transmission 
ended. 


“What a ferocious ‘bird’...! 





“’m real disappointed in you brats~!” 


Red, who had climbed down from the cliff, used an exaggerated tone of voice to 


address Timbale and the others. 


Hm?” 


“The Dahak isn’t gonna start up unless | get on!” 
“For real!?” 


“It’s because my Dahak is special. Come on, hurry up and get down from there... 


Red’s ears picked up the sound of a sprinting Robo’s hurried footsteps. It came 


directly from a nearby forest. 


forest. 


“What's that?” 

Suddenly, the sound travelled to the children. 

Pallois, Timbale, and the others felt the presence, causing their bodies to stiffen. 
*crash!* 

A Robo tumbled out of the forest. 

It was a ‘Revia’, a type of Robo that Kurvaz Hunters generally used. 

“Gh—! Has the net run out... What am | gonna do?” 

In the Robo was the Hunter who had mocked Red earlier. 

“Ah—! It's the same jerk as before!!” 

“Wha—!? Why’s this bastard here!’?” 


Despite responding to Red, the Hunter seemed more focused on glancing at the 


Right then— 


Piercing through the forest, a golden light rushed out into the skies. 


“The heck’s that!?” 





Red looked up properly and saw a bird known for its violent temper, called a 
‘Vatri’. 


However, Red had never seen anything like this Vatri’s beautifully shining golden 
feathers before. 


“That’s the target we’re pursuing!” 
It felt as if they were the ones being pursued now. 


“It's a special ornamental selective breed. Don’t know why some rich person 
would want one, though!” 


Hearing the Hunter’s comment, the golden Vatri gleefully swooped down towards 
him. 


“Aah—!” 


Abnormally agile, the golden Vatri had precisely aimed a sharp beak strike for the 
Hunter on top of his Robo. 


Soaring through sky, the golden Vatri flapped its wings and took aim once again. 
It looked for its next target— 


The golden Vatri glared at Timbale on the Dahak. It must have judged that he 
seemed weaker. 


With a large flap of its wings, the golden Vatri plunged towards Timbale with 
violent energy. 


Timbale watched blankly, his mouth agape. 
Hurriedly, Red rushed towards Timbale. 
“Damn it, look out!!” 

—Chapter 6— 


Right when the golden Vatri’s beak was about to pierce through Timbale, the boy 
on Dahak— 





*VZZZT!I* 


Lighting ran from a direction separate from the golden Vatri and singed the sky. 


The golden Vatri sharply twisted its body in response, and soared up into the sky 
once again to avoid the lightning. 


“Tch, it missed!” 

The lightning had been emitted from Red’s stun gun. 

“Like | expected, the the range of this thing is its weakness...” 
Carrying the stun gun, Red ran to the Dahak. 

Pallois also chased after him in a hurry. 

“Hey, you okay Boss?” 

“Ah...ah y-yeah...” 


Timbale was still quivering with fear on top of the Dahak, and seemed to be 
unable to coherently reply. 


“At least come down. It looks like that bird is attacking whoever’s on a Robo.” 
“Eeek...!!” 


Timbale jumped from the Dahak in a panic, and paralyzed with fear, froze in 
place upon coming down from it. 


Pallois rushed to Timbale’s side. Before he even realized it, he noticed that there 
were no other children near Timbale. 


It appeared they had fled during the golden Vatri’s first attack. 
“Okay, now it’s my turn. Let’s go, Dahak!” 


Red jumped onto the Dahak, and upon clutching the grip, crisp electricity briefly 
ran from the hands of Red, causing the Dahak’s eyes to shine radiantly. 


“Red, are you all right?” 


Chocolat’s voice became audible from the communication device on the Dahak. 
“Yeah, forget about that, you see where that bird went!?” 

“Grrr~! Its movement is too fast; | can’t trace it from here!” 

“Tch~, I’m gonna take it down...” 


The Kurvaz Hunter’s harsh voice drew close. 





“What do you mean ‘take it down’... That bird is our target!” 


“Huh?” 

“Or do you intend to interfere with our ‘contract pursuit’...?” 
“Is now really the time to talk about this, gramps!?” 

Red retorted, irritated. 


“You know you almost got my ‘Boss’ injured because you couldn’t catch it fast 
enough!?” 


“H-How should | have known that!? Maybe you shouldn't have been loitering 
around here in the first place!” 
“You wanna say that again!!?” 


“Sorry, but I'll have to report you to HQ if you keep interfering, heh heh” 


“Ngh... Ah—! It’s coming again!” 
A golden radiance swept across the sky. It flapped in place to aim for its prey 
once again. 


It was Timbale who had the sharp beak aimed at him again. 


“Tch!” 


Red promptly dashed the Dahak and drew closer to Timbale. 


Upon seeing Red covering its prey, the golden Vatri turned its body around, 
seemingly annoyed. Rather than escape, it began circling around in the sky, patiently 


biding its time. 


“Whoa... Why does it seem to like you so much, Boss?” 
“Unhh...” 
Timbale hung his head dejectedly, with Pallois concerned for him. 


As Red looked at both of them with a grin, the Kurvaz Hunter approached with 
his Robo. 


“Hey, didn’t you hear me!? If your gonna get in the way, then...” 


“Shut it! This thing attacked my client... Hm?” 


Red remembered the details of the request he had forgotten. 


‘Look for a pet bird’ 


“Ah!” 

Abruptly, he raised a disarrayed voice. 

“What, kid? You finally remember the Hunter Agreements?” 

“Well I...” 

“Then beat it!” 

“Nope, no can do.” 

“Wha—!? Why not!?” 

Red laughed with a grin. 

“Because, that Vatri is my target!” 

“Don't be an idiot! That’s our target!” 

The Kurvaz Hunter revealed his anger with a shout. 

“My request is to look for that pet bird.” 

He glanced in Timbale’s direction. 

“It looks ‘pretty attached’ to this guy; I’m thinkin’ that ‘maybe’ it’s his pet, isn’t it!?” 
Red pointed to the ferocious bird dancing in the sky. 

Both Timbale and Pallois opened their mouths agape, dumbfounded. 
The Kurvaz Hunter was similarly confused. 

“Well, you brats! Is that ‘maybe’ your pet bird?” 

Red winked at them. 


Pallois figured out the meaning of it, and greatly nodded. 


“Y-Yeah! ‘Maybe’ it is!” 

“Allll right, then catching that bird is our ‘contract goal’!” 

This time, the Kurvaz Hunter erupted into anger. 

“Nonsense! | think you kids are just makin’ excuses!” 

“Heh! Save your words for after | catch that bird!” 

As he quickly said that, Red extended both arms of the Dahak to the two boys. 
“This'll be a little bumpy!” 

“Huh!?” 

While firmly holding the two boys, the Dahak ran towards the forest. 
“Waah!” 

Pursuing the Dahak, the golden Vatri flew towards the forest as well. 


The Hunter who was left stunned in the open square suddenly came back to his 
senses. 


“D-Damn it! Wait you kids!!” 





On the way to the port, the child magic user, Elh, stopped walking and spoke to 
Eclair with heavier tone than before. 


“The true history is not as exciting as you may think it is— at least, that’s how | 
recall it.” 


“It sounds almost like you really observed it, doesn’t it?” 


“Ahaha, how absurd.” 


Elh laughed the subject off. However, there was no sound of amusement in their 
voice. 


Rather, Eclair felt a sense of power in the way Elh spoke, which could only be 
compared to how a wise old hermit would speak. 


“It’s sort of like— ‘proxies’.” 
“Proxies? 


“Right. ‘Proxies’ in the documents left by the Wolf Tribe. | don’t know their real 
names, but it seems that’s what they were called.” 


Eclair explained, displaying somewhat ecstatic feelings. 


“The people who watch over the world on behalf of the Wolf Tribe so that ‘they’ 
won't return to this world again...” 


Halfway through listening to Eclair’s words, Elh turned around and began walking 
again. 


“| don’t know, however | think that’s probably incorrect.” 
“That so?” 

“I’m going, now.” 

“Then, I'll be coming, too.” 

Elh lightly sighed. 

“Why are you following me?” 


“You're an interesting person. Call it a report writer’s intuition.” 





“You're annoying.” 


“How cold...” 
“| don’t care. Hurry up.” 


Eclair continued enjoyably talking while keeping a short distance behind Elh, who 
quickened their pace. 
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“Red, that was so reckless...” 
Chocolat’s exasperated voice was audible from the communication device. 


“Heh heh, that was reckless? How old were we again when Master made us start 
practicing?” 


“Well, what we were taught was pretty reckless, but...” 


Chocolat was around 5 years old the first time she flew the Asmodeus. 


Naturally, Red and Chocolat’s master—a man by the name of ‘Carmine’—was a 
skilled Hunter, and although he was supportive of them, stories of him often detailed his 


recklessness. 
“So, you guys okay?” 
“Ugh... | wanna go back, already...” 
Timbale had completely lost his nerve. 


“Dummy, if we leave that bird as it is, don’t you think it'll come pecking at you 


again?” 
“Eek...!” 
As Red threatened him, Timbale became more and more frightened. 
“l-It's all right. I'm gonna keep at it.” 
“If we're gonna catch that bird, we gotta do it willfully!” 


Pallois attempted to pacify Timbale with his slight cheerfulness, who began 
setting up his objections. 


“No more work... | mean, didn’t you know it was a lie from the start!?” 
“Oh, | never really cared about that anyway,” 

Red followed up with a grin. 

“| only want to finish the ‘true request’ | accepted from Pallois.” 

“My request!? What do you mean?” 

Pallois asked, not knowing what he meant. 

“I’m gonna show you how to catch that bird.” 


Red slapped the backs of the two boys. 


“O~K, you guys are gonna be my reliable ‘bait’!” 
—Chapter 7— 


Red and the others had gone into the forest to hide from the golden Vatri and 
were about to end their strategy planning. 


“Alright then, like | talked about earlier. Be strong.” 
Red exchanged looks with the boys. 

“I-I'll give it a shot.” 

“If Pallois can do it, then | can too.” 

It appeared that Timbale was still reluctant. 

“OK, let's go...” 


The Dahak grabbed the two boys once again and advanced deep into the forest. 
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Around that time, the golden Vatri was flying above the forest looking for the prey 
it had lost sight of. 


(WHERE DID LARGE BAD SMELLING GUY AND TINY PEOPLE Go?) 
Thinking that, it restlessly flew through the forest, as if looking for something. 


Then, in an open area where some trees had been cut down, there appeared the 
‘large guy’ and ‘tiny people’— it was the Dahak and the boys. 


Timbale was sitting in the cockpit of the Dahak and Pallois was nearby, frantically 
looking around. 


them. 


It seemed the Vatri in the sky still hadn’t noticed them. 

The appearance of Red could not be confirmed. 

“I-It still hasn’t come?” 

Timbale began to stand on top of the Dahak while he addressed Pallois. 
“Looks like it... Hm? 


Right when Pallois looked up, he saw the Vatri preparing to swoop down on 


“Ah, look out!” 

“Huh?” 

Timbale was caught completely off-guard, and lost his chance to run away. 
“Aiieee—!” 


Pallois jumped to the Dahak and grabbed Timbale’s hand to pull him down with 


all his strength. 


“Uwaah—!?” 


As the two of them tumbled down from the Dahak, the speed of the golden Vatri’s 


nose-dive was somehow stopped, causing it to land. 


Something had aimed at it for an instant. 
Holding a stun gun, Red came rolling out from under the Dahak’s body. 
“You did good, Boss!” 


The Vatri was within perfect range of Red’s stun gun. 


Due to the landing from its steep nose-dive, the Vatri was greatly thrown off 
balance. 


The Vatri panicked and flapped its wings in an attempt to escape into the sky 
again, however Red had already pulled the trigger! 





*Vzzzt!!* 

Lightning struck its golden feathers. 

*screech—!!* 

The golden Vatri received an electric shock and raised a strange voice. 
“OK, now!” 


Red jumped on the idle Dahak, and with its arm, gently grabbed the Vatri who 
had gone numb and unable to move from the electric shock. 


“| got the Vatri!” 
“Red! You did it!!” 


Chocolat’s cheerful voice was heard from the communication device. 


“...O-Oh! That was quick!” 

The two boys who had tumbled down from the Dahak looked at each other. 
“A-Are we saved? Haha...” 

“Yeah! We did it, Mr. Red!” 

Pallois thrust his fist, loaded with energy. 


Looking at Pallois, Red suddenly found himself overlapping with his master that 
he trained with daily from long ago. 


(“Heh heh—, we did it, Master!”) 

(“Ah, you did good, Red.”) 

(Hehe, somehow it feels like I’ve become Master...) 
“flap flap!* 


While he was thinking about that, the weakened Vatri, who was paralyzed from 
the electric shock, began to struggle in the Dahak’s hand. 


“Oh, how’s this thing doing?” 
“Now, what about that Kurvaz Hunter you bared your teeth at earlier?” 
“Oh yeah. I’m in a good mood, so I'll do the Kurvaz a favor!” 


Saying that, Red aimed the stun gun at the violent struggling Vatri, and pulled the 
trigger once again. 


*screech—* 
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Elh continued to walk silently while completely disregarding Eclair, wno was 


walking behind. 


No, instead of talking, the aura of rejection was felt stronger than before. 
Nevertheless, Eclair continued to talk, not reading the air. 

“If it’s not as exciting, then does that mean you have another opinion on it?” 

Elh did not respond. 

“It’s important that every person has different opinions, right?” 

Eclair was the only person to nod in agreement. 

“Ah, if you’ve got an opinion on something, | think I’d at least be curious about it.” 
“... Your Curiosity is misplaced.” 

“Oh? Well then... It’s just, where could those involved be?” 

She guided the conversation in casual manner. 


“Hmm, 


Eclair had felt blatant thorns in Elh’s cold responses. However, she felt convinced 


that they were getting better acquainted with each other. 


“Geez... It’s unrelated to that super-ancient civilization after all, isn’t it?” 
Elh was silent. 


“Is it alright if you tell me something? Back when we first met, you said there was 


no time, but what did that mean?” 


Elh was silent. 


“Did it have do with the reason that ancient civilization was destroyed, or 
something?” 


Elh persisted in their silence... However, what Eclair could not see was the 
increasing severity of Elh’s expression. 


“What kind of things were used as weapons in the Final War...?” 
“Do...” 

Elh’s voice seemed like it was being wrung out. 

“Huh?” 

Elh’s feet came to a stop before they even realized it. 

“Do you want to become ‘further involved’ in this?” 

With their back turned, Elh questioned Eclair. 


No, this was a confirmation of intentions, though Eclair didn’t understand it very 
well. 


“This is getting interesting... Of cour—” 
“However, from here on out, if you do,” 


“If | do...” 


Slowly and with exaggeration, Elh turned around. Their expression was more 
theatrical, with a smile. 


It was as if their grim expression from a short while ago had gone somewhere 
else. 


“Please, form a contract with me.” 


“A contract...?” 


“Then, you can follow my actions for a while. That’s all | ask.” 





Elh spread out both arms, even more theatrically. They were sincerely 
welcoming. 


“Once it’s done, I'll tell you everything | know. I’m sure you will be able to get 
satisfactory information out of it... How about it? | don’t think it’s that bad of a deal.” 


Eclair was about to give an answer, finding it to be an easy decision. 
However— 

Her rough tongue was stuck in her throat, keeping her mute. 

It was as if her body were warning her to go against her own intentions. 
(This is... What in the world?) 

Eclair looked into Elh’s eyes. 


(These aren’t the eyes of a person who would offer a proposal to someone 
else...) 


(These eyes... They’re trying to find resolve for something...) 


As a journalist who had met a great number of people, that’s what her ‘intuition’ 
was telling her. 


After a short pause, Eclair gave a reply meant to gloss over the issue. 
“Oof, | wonder if I’ve stepped on landmine here... Haha.” 
Eclair scratched the tip of her nose. 


Elh dropped the theatrical smile and stared at Eclair without hiding their now 
serious face. 


“No, you haven't stepped on anything yet.” 

Tension ran through the color of Elh’s serious eyes. 
“That so... Well, | guess this is it.” 

“| see.” 


Elh’s body was losing energy, causing the arms that were spread out with 
grandiosity to drop down. 


To Eclair, Elh seemed to sigh with relief. 


“It’s because I’m a journalist. Even though | want to understand these things, I’ve 
got plans of becoming involved in them.” 


Eclair shrugged her shoulders. 

“Then, | will tell you just one thing.” 

“What?” 

Elh turned towards the port and began walking once again. 


“If you value your life... Please don’t appear before me again.” 


“You sound serious... Gotcha, | won’t burden your tail.” 
“Adieu, this is farewell.” 

Eclair stood there and watched Elh until they were out of sight. 
“Elh... Elh Melizée, huh...” 


Even at the probable risk of her life, she slightly regretted not chasing after Elh, 
as it did not seem likely their two paths would cross again. 





When Red and the others returned to the open square in front of the hill, there 
was a luxury car parked there, along with the Kurvaz Hunter’s Robo. 


“Hm? It’s like I’ve seen that car somewhere before...” 


Seeing Red and the others approaching, the door on the driver’s side opened 
and the driver came out. 


He was a driver/bodyguard/butler with a robust physique. 
Red certainly recognized this man. 
“Y-You've gotta be kidding me...” 


The butler went around to the backseat, and when he opened the door, an old 
woman came out... It was the madame from before. 


“Is our sweet little ‘Ololo’ safe and sound?” 
She loudly raised her voice. 


Due to its violent struggling in the Dahak’s hands, the golden feathers the Vatri, 
Ololo, boasted had become worn-out and scattered. 


A gulp resounded in Red’s throat. 

Red dashed over to the Kurvaz Hunter. 

“Yep, this bird— it wasn’t that brat’s pet after all! W-Well then, this is yours now!!” 
“Wha— B-Bastard!” 

The Hunter could not process these sudden developments. 

Waking its eyes, the Vatri grew violent once again. 

“Shut up, you!” 

Red mercilessly pulled the stun gun’s trigger. 

*screech—* 


“O-O-OLOLOOOOOO!!!” 


AWE AWA. 





Foaming at the mouth, the madame collapsed to the ground. 


“Ah, uh-oh. Time to run, you guys!!” 


“R-Right!” 

Ditching the numb, unmoving Vatri, Red and the boys made off at full speed. 
—Chapter 8— 

While Red ran the Dahak at full power, he looked over his shoulder. 

Neither the Kurvaz Hunter, nor the madame’s car were in pursuit of him. 


He guessed that, perhaps they were tending to the madame who had collapsed 
whilst foaming at the mouth. 


“Haha! We're in the clear now!” 
Gaining a moment to breathe, Red began laughing. 


The two other boys held in the hands of the Dahak, Pallois and Timbale, also 
began laughing more and more. 


“The face on that old hag when she fell was great!” 
“Ahaha, c’mon stop. We shouldn’t say stuff like that...heh heh,” 


The three of them burst out laughing while reminiscing, however Pallois suddenly 
stopped his laughter and timidly addressed Red. 


“Um... I’m really sorry about lying.” 

“Huh? Ah, didn’t | already tell you it’s fine? This was pretty fun, haha!” 
Timbale’s face was also meek. 

“Me too... Sorry,” 

“What, you too?” 


“No, I... l’ve also gotta apologize for being no good to Pallois.” 








Timbale faced Pallois and awkwardly laughed. 


“More than that, you saved me when | was being terrorized by that bird. 
T-Thanks.” 


“It’s fine! That was the only natural thing to do.” 

Seeing Pallois smile with a delighted look, Red also grinned and laughed. 
“Hehe, now the ‘true request’ from you has also been completed.” 

“Huh? ...You mentioned that a little while ago, but what did you mean by it?” 
“Your face had the request of ‘I wish for a friend,’ written all over it.” 

“Mr. Red...” 

Pallois noticed something stuck on the Dahak’s arm and picked it up in his hand. 
“Mr. Red. Here, this is yours...” 

He handed it over to Red. 


It was glistening, golden feathers. 


“Ooh, this must be my reward. Heh heh!” 

The three of them laughed loudly. 

“He who laughs last, laughs best. Can you guys remember that?” 
“Yeah!” 


With the sound of light footsteps and laughing voices, the Dahak ran. 





Meanwhile, at the bridge of the Asmodeus, Chocolat was complaining after 
hearing the full story. 


“Reeeed, | can’t believe you worked for free again~ Geez!” 
“Hahaha, don't be like that. Your face was smiling wasn't it, Chocolat?” 
Québec had also been at the bridge, listening to all the details with Chocolat. 


“| can’t just look the other way when there’s danger involved. Oh well, | think I'll 
make a good Hunter someday.” 


“That’s my big brother.” 
Chocolat’s face didn’t look too annoyed as she proudly puffed up her small chest. 
After thinking for a bit, Québec began to speak with a light nod. 


“There’s this transport ship, the ‘Hindenburg’...and there’s been some 
information about it recently carrying some ‘dangerous files’.” 


“Huh?” 


“Would you go there and steal those files? | asked the Quest Stand to nominate 
Red for the request... How’s that sound?” 


Québec displayed a lively grin. 
“Wah, that’s work! Thank you Québec!” 


Chocolat jumped into Québec’s arms with delight. 
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“However, | ran into some trouble...” 


The Kurvaz Hunter grumbled. 


His partner Hunter, who had been rendered unable to fight, somehow managed 
to recover just after the two of them returned. 


“In the end, after that Hunter brat screwed things up, the reward got cut off... 
How am | supposed to report this?” 


“Good grief, that rich lady sounds awful...” 
“Anyway, are you returning to Captain Grumpf?” 


“Yeah... If | remember right, I’m supposed to guard a transport ship that’s gonna 


arrive nearby.” 
“You're just guarding a transport ship?” 
“It’s not just any transport ship... It’s the ‘Hindenburg’.” 


“Ah, | see.” 


With the sound of creaking, the two Robos headed for the port. 





The Airedale port was crowded with transport ships today, as it was a stopping 
point for the relay of ships. 


At the port, one ship in particular was anchored there. Its title, the ‘Hindenburg’, 
was engraved on the hull. 


In its communication room, a single Caninu woman suppressed her voice as she 
made a transmission. 
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Her golden hair was kept upswept, and the white simple suit she wore gave her 
the appearance of researcher with an intellectual and dignified atmosphere. 
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Her small glasses further emphasized her intellectual appearance. 
“... That’s why only | can to head to the ‘Golden Roar’.” 


“Alright.” 


The young man she was communicating with gave a short response. 


“| received Captain Grumpf under the pretext of guarding those dummy files... 
However, | have a bad feeling about this. However unscientific that may be...fufu,” 


“Ill go to the Hindenburg... Is that alright, Merveille?” 
The woman called Merveille smiled weakly. 


“Thank you, Beluga. However, you should leave the ‘medallion’... I’m cutting off 
now. 


“Right.” 


When she left the communications room, the Kurvaz Hunter on standy outside 
addressed her. 


“What shall | do, Ms. Merveille?” 
“Prepare a high-speed ship at once. Set it for the ‘Golden Roar’.” 
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‘The Golden Roar’ 
There was rarely a Hunter in Shepherd who did not fear that name. 


The ‘Golden Roar’ was the flagship of the enormous Hunter guild, the ‘Kurvaz’, 
and its fighting power surpassed even that of an army battleship. 


In an office, the man who ran the Kurvaz, Bruno Dondurma, wrinkled his brow. 
“Master Bruno, how have you been~?” 


A glamorously youthful Felineko woman clad in purple clothes that highlighted 
her bodyline entered the office. 


“Opera... How are you supposed to find information on the ‘first Crystal Stone’ in 
this office?” 


The purple-clothed woman—special ops unit director, Opera, responded in a 
troubled manner as she hit the folding fan she carried to her mouth. 


“Sigh... But, isn’t it expected we leave that sort of stuff to Merveille?” 

“Of course, however... I’m just a little concerned. Continue to gather information.” 
“Roger that/” 

Opera turned around and faced back. 

Bruno spoke to her back to further call the topic to her attention. 

“That man... Keep an eye on Beluga’s movements, too.” 

Opera turned merely her face to Bruno, and replied happily. 

“Certainly!” 

When Opera left the office, two young men were waiting. 

“Lady Opera, have you already finished?” 


One of the men was a Caninu man in blue armor, with a calm and samurai-like 
atmosphere. 


“If you’re done here, maybe we can finally go back, dudel” 


The other was a Felineko wearing red armor, lavising an amused and airheaded 
smile. 


“Uh-huhJ, Since we only had to report in today... We can go ahead and leave~” 
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Preparation for the departure of the ‘Hindenburg’ was advancing rapidly. The port 
siren rang, notifying that the ship would be leaving shortly. 


In the shadows of a warehouse at the port, there were a pair eyes that carefully 
examined the ramp connecting the cargo bay of the Hindenburg to the port. 


On the forehead of the owner of the eyes, Elh, a pattern of light emerged. 
“There’s no doubt... It’s this ship.” 


After confirming the nearby vicinity was unpopulated, Elh jumped over the ramp 
with light agility and disappeared into the cargo bay of the Hindenburg. 


A few minutes later— 


Together with the sounding of a horn, the Hindenburg’s gigantic propellers began 
turning. 


With its enormous wings wrapped in strong winds, the Hindenburg embarked its 
large frame into the sky. 


When it came to the last departure of the Hindenburg, who could have ever 
imagined it would be this moment— 
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A few hours later, the ‘Asmodeus’ was flying in an airspace near Airedale. 





Red was relaxing on Asmodeus’ rear deck chair. 


The radio noise went out and was followed up by the news. 
“Bringing you the latest news...” 

“O-kay now, we're getting really close to the target!” 
Chocolat’s voice came from the communication device. 
“When | get down to work, there’s just no stopping me!” 


Red charged up his fighting spirit and headed towards the hangar in the 
Asmodeus. 


Inside the dim hangar, the meter on the Dahak’s control panel faintly gleamed. 


The hatch at the rear of the hangar was open, and the Dahak was in preparation 
to drop. 


“OK! Let’s do this!” 


Both Red and the Dahak were ready. 


“O~kaayyyy! Starting countdown. 10...” 

Red’s mouth suddenly loosened. 

(Here we go... This is the start of a grand adventure!) 

“3, 2, 1... Have fun and be careful out therrrre!” 

The Dahak catapult ejected out the back of the Asmodeus. 
“YAHOOOO—!!” 


Red’s shout was enough to shake the whole world until it revolved around and 
filled the entire blue sky. 


The End 


Continue this volume in “Solatorobo: Red the Hunter”! 


